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	1. Chapter 1

_**DADDY'S HOME**_

A/N: I was inspired to write this after watching the three-part Season 5 episode.

**CHAPTER 1**

Dr. Sam Beckett felt the familiar blue light envelop him again after he'd completed his mission in the recent leap, which involved saving a young teenage girl from getting kidnapped, raped, and murdered. _I wonder where I'm going this time, or if I'll ever get home, _he thought. He was tired of it. All of it.

Tired of finding himself in other moments in time—not to mention the bodies of other people—besides his own, tired of always being up shit's creek without a paddle, and tired of always having to right the wrongs of other people.

Righting the wrongs. That's what he did, all right.

_"I right the wrongs that make the whole world sing..."_

Oh, Jesus, that damn song was stuck in his head again. He was never crazy about the music of Barry Manilow to begin with, but he especially hated that particular song, mostly because that was the song that one of his fellow scientists, Dr. Verbeena Beeks, was singing on the day he made his first leap. And she thought it would be funny if she changed the words around a little.

_"I write the songs that irritate Sam Beckett,"_ Sam softly sang to himself as the light intensified, irritate being the operative word. When, or if, he got home, he was going to give Dr. Beeks a piece of his mind for singing that song. In retrospect, she was probably glad she wasn't the one who'd be getting herself into all those crazy situations.

He was tired, both physically and mentally. Why the hell wouldn't they just let him come home already?

The next thing Sam knew, he was standing in a hallway. He opened the door in front of him and stumbled into a nearby bathroom. When he leaned against the wall to catch his breath, he looked down at his hands. That was always the first thing he did whenever he arrived at such-and-such a time. Like always, the hands were his own, but this time, they looked much older. _What the hell?_ he thought in surprise and alarm. _When did this happen? How long have I been doing this shit?_

Then a mirror on the opposite wall caught his eye. This was the one part about leaping he always dreaded. Each time he looked into it, he never saw his own image. If he wasn't an understudy for the lead in a touring production of _Man of La Mancha,_ he was his great-grandfather in the midst of the Civil War, an inmate on death row awaiting execution, a chimp, or God knows what else. One assignment in particular that he wished he could forget was when he was Dr. Ruth Westheimer. It was bad enough that Ziggy was cruel enough to make him a little old lady that talked about things that would make a porn star blush, but he also had to protect this poor magazine writer from her sadistic pervert of a boss. Talk about work hazards!

_All right, Ziggy, let's get this over with,_ Sam thought as he approached the mirror, his eyes squeezing shut in dread. _Who am I this time, and what's my mission?_

When he opened them, he found his own reflection staring back at him. About three decades older, mind you, but there was no mistaking what he saw. He was wearing a white dress shirt and tan slacks with brown socks and loafers and no tie.

"Oh, boy!" he exclaimed. "Oh, boy-oh-boy! I made it! JESUS H. TAP-DANCIN' CHRIST, I MADE IT! I'M FINALLY HOME!"

Yes, he was definitely home. He was so overjoyed, he started jumping around like a baboon, cheering, screaming and hollering up a storm. Sure, he looked silly doing that, and if anyone else was in that bathroom, they would've thought he was an escaped mental patient, but who gave a rat's ass? He was home.

He was finally, _finally _home!

As soon as Sam pulled himself together, he very quickly washed his hands and splashed some cold water on his face in an attempt to wake himself up, then ran out into the hall, almost colliding with Dr. Beeks. "Welcome back, Dr. Beckett," she said when she saw him.

"Oh, boy," Sam said to himself for what seemed like the millionth time. On that note, a hundred bucks says that'll be on his gravestone.

"Are you okay?"

"I—I think so. Am I really home?"

Dr. Beeks burst out laughing. "Yes, Doctor," she answered. "This last leap brought you home, like Sammy Jo hoped it would."

"Where is she now?" Sam asked.

"In the control room," Dr. Beeks answered.

"Have her meet me in the Waiting Room," Sam said, forgetting all about telling her off for dragging him into this mess in the first place. "I need to talk to her right away."

"No problem." With that, Dr. Beeks headed off to find Sammy Jo as Sam headed to the waiting room. On the way, the following conversation played through his mind:

_ "Does she know I'm her father?"_

_ "No. And Ziggy says that after this leap, you won't know, either."_

_ "Oh, I'll know, Al. I'll always know."_

The conversation with Al following the end of his mission in the life of Abigail Fuller, Sammy Jo's mother, played over and over in his head. Already, he could picture how she would react when he told her he was her father.

Upon arriving in the Waiting Room, Sam sat on the edge of the table where each leapee had sat while Sam was living their lives, and completing his mission. There was so much he wanted to tell Sammy Jo: the leaping, how it worked, and all the experiences he'd had. And there was so much more he wanted to know about his daughter: what she was like, how old she was, what she doing with her life, you name it.

And that's when it finally hit him. He was going to see Sammy Jo. Not in the past, and not while he was on yet another potentially dangerous mission. No, he actually was going to see his daughter. His own flesh and blood.

A few minutes later, while Sam was looking down at his hands and softly humming "The Impossible Dream" and "Almost Like Being In Love" from _Brigadoon, _one of his favorite shows, the door quietly opened, and in walked a pretty middle-aged brunette with dark blue eyes and rimless glasses. She was wearing a pink polo shirt and matching Chuck Taylor high-tops, tan capris, a white button-down sweater, and silver earrings. "Dr. Beckett?" she asked. "You wanted to see me?"

Sam hopped off the table and turned to face the woman. "Yes," he said, patting the table. "Have a seat."

Sammy Jo sat on the table, while Sam leaned against it. "Yes?" she asked.

"Have you ever heard of the string theory?" Sam asked.

Sammy Jo looked at him for a moment, then shook her head. "What is it?"

"Well," Sam said, pulling a long piece of string out of his pocket, "this piece of string represents a person's lifetime. One end equals birth, and the other is death. You tie the string together..." As he spoke, he did just that "...and it creates a loop. If you ball the loop, the days of your life touch each other, and you can go from point A to point B in your lifetime."

"How does the leap work?" Sammy Jo asked.

"Well, in my case, I find myself being surrounded by a blue haze, and then the next thing I know, I'm out of one body, and into the next, but I never know who, until I look in the mirror."

Sammy Jo nodded. "Oh-kayyy," she said. There was no mistaking the skepticism in her voice.

"That's what I've been doing all these years," Sam explained. "I like to think of myself as a time-traveling Lone Ranger with Admiral Calavicci as my Tonto. My mission this whole time has been to set things right that once went wrong, like the three occasions on which I saved your mother's life."

Now Sammy Jo was really confused. "You want to run that by me again?"

"On my first leap, which was when your mother was about ten years old, I leaped into her father—Clayton Fuller, your grandfather—to keep her from getting killed in a house fire."

"The one she said my grandfather was killed in?"

"That's right. I didn't see her again until eleven years later. That was when I leaped into a young man she was in love with, the man you believed was your father. Do you remember a man who called himself Sam Larry Stanton?"

"Very vaguely. He was her defense attorney when she was charged with murder, if I'm not mistaken."

"Well, that was the third person I leaped into, Larry Stanton III, to help your mother when you were eleven, when she was on trial for killing the woman who had accused your mother of a double homicide when she was a little girl."

Sammy Jo thought that over for a minute. "I think I remember," she said at last. "I saw this woman, Mrs. Aider, destroy the kitchen, and then cut her throat with Mom's kitchen knife, so she could frame Mom for murder again, if both hers and Mom's fingerprints were on the knife. I was afraid to go into the kitchen for the longest time after that. Anyway, the way I heard it, Mom got into a fight with the other woman's daughter over a locket. When Grandmama tried to console the other girl, she fell down the well, and her bones were at the bottom for about twenty-five years. That didn't come to light until the attorney went to the asylum where Grandmama had lived ever since, because folks believed she was crazy because she watched her mother murder her siblings—which obviously turned out to not be true. The part about her being crazy, that is."

"Exactly," Sam answered, trying to hide his relief that Sammy Jo didn't think he was some nutjob. "Anyway, your mother told Mr. Stanton that your grandfather didn't want her to have the locket in the first place, but she still wanted it, so your grandmother was trying to help her save money to buy it, but the other little girl bought it out of spite, which made your mother jealous enough to beat her up. And the lady put a curse on your mother saying that she was crazy, which is why your grandmother was committed, and any children she had—including you—would be cursed."

"But I'm not crazy!" Sammy Jo protested. Judging from her tone of voice, Sam could tell that she'd dealt with being labeled as such for most of her life.

"I know, I know," he quickly reassured her. "Anyway, when your mother was acquitted of the murder, thanks to your testimony, the curse was broken."

"What the hell does this have to do with my father?"

"You may not know this, my dear, but—I am your father."

Dead silence.

For the next couple of minutes or so, Sammy Jo looked at Sam in a combination of shock, disbelief, and that universal look that clearly said, _Okay, what mental hospital did you just escape from?_

"No," she finally managed to say. "No, that's not possible. I never knew my real father, but I've heard a lot of stories. His name was Will Kinman, and the last I heard, he moved out West and wrote a book."

"That's right, he did. You see, during my second leap into your mother's life, when I was her fiancé, we had a romantic night..."

"You can skip the details," she cut him off with a raise of her hand.

"Sorry. Okay, well, how about you?"

"Well, like I said, I never knew my real father. Mom remarried when I was thirteen, and we moved to Chicago. I graduated from high school there when I was barely sixteen, then went to MIT..."

"As did I."

"Right. I graduated with degrees in medicine—specifically anesthesiology—physics, and astronomy," Sammy Jo continued. "I got married when I was in my mid-20s, and we had three children—two daughters and a son, all in their teens, mind you; and believe me, whoever said raising teenagers is a full-time job sure knew what they were talking about!"

"What about your husband?"

"We're divorced," Sammy Jo answered. "I won't bore you with the specifics, but it wasn't what you'd call amicable. Anyway, shortly after that, my kids and I moved here to New Mexico to be closer to my cousin and his family, and I got the job with Project Quantum Leap. Anyway, he's told me quite a few times how much my kids are like me, with their high IQs and all. In fact, my oldest just got her acceptance letter from USC. She'll be going in the fall, and her major is astrogeophysics."

"Wow!" was all Sam could say.

"Anything else I should know?"

"Well, let me tell you some of the interesting leaps I've had over the years," Sam said. "I helped some celebrities, too. I helped Buddy Holly with the lyrics to 'Peggy Sue'..."

"Seriously?"

"Yeah, when I met him, he was a vet's assistant, as well as an aspiring musician, and he'd sometimes pick up his guitar and sing songs at random about farm life."

"Anyone else?"

"Well, let's see...I gave a young Stephen King the ideas for _Cujo, Christine, _and _Carrie," _Sam continued, "I've been Elvis and Dr. Ruth. And like I said, I've met your mother on a few occasions."

Now it was Sammy Jo's turn to say wow.

"And in addition to those, I leaped into one of Donna's old college professors and helped her repair her relationship with her estranged father not only before he left for Vietnam, but also, to keep her from leaving me at the altar."

Sammy Jo nodded. This was turning out to be quite an interesting conversation. And all the while, she had the strangest feeling, one that told her that something she'd wished for all her life was finally coming to pass.


	2. Chapter 2

**CHAPTER 2**

After Sam finished speaking, Sammy Jo was silent for a moment, then she said, "You know, I've always wanted to travel back in time and tell my father I love him."

"Well, n—now's your chance," Sam stammered, and then stopped. What was going on? He'd never encountered this before. He never once had any kind of speech difficulties for as long as he could remember. In fact, he'd been told that from an early age, he was always a fluent and articulate talker. Hell, even his own mother had once told him his first word was "archaeopteryx"!

_Oh, my God, what's happening to me? _he thought._ I'm not turning into Will Kinman again, am I? Then again, I've had a similar experience when I was a mental patient and the electroshock brought out some personalities from past leaps._

"You okay?" Sammy Jo asked.

"What? Oh, yeah. Yeah, I—I think so," Sam answered. "You see, I've had something this happen before, a little res—residual from the person I'd leaped in-into. In this case, it, uh—it was the man you always believed was—uh, yeah, your father."

Sammy Jo nodded. "Anything else I should know?" she asked, very obviously making a feeble attempt to hide her concern.

"Well," Sam continued. "I had this one leap where I was a mental patient under—undergoing electroshock treatment, and—well, after it happened, I had several person—personalities from those previous leaps come out, like, uh—like a boxer, a black man, and...and...oh-h-h, shi-i-it."

"What is it?" Sammy Jo asked. There was no mistaking the anxiety in her voice.

Before Sam could answer, he slid to the floor and started shaking violently, his eyes rolled back, muttering unintelligibly, and gasping for breath.

"Oh, my God, Sam!" Sammy Jo screamed as she jumped off the table. She yanked off her sweater, put it under his head, and flung the door open. "SOMEBODY GET IN HERE, NOW!"

In a flash, Al and Dr. Beeks appeared in the doorway. "What happened?" Al asked in alarm.

"I don't know, we were just talking, then he fell to the floor and started seizing," Sammy Jo answered, as calmly as she could muster without falling apart.

"How long has he been seizing?" Dr. Beeks asked.

"Less than a minute," Sammy Jo answered, checking her watch, and fighting the panic that was coming.

"Dammit. All that leaping around must have turned his brain into Swiss cheese," Dr. Beeks groaned. Then she continued, "Sammy Jo, the drug box is in the cupboard back there."

"Sure," she answered, getting up and doing as she was told. While she did, she also spotted an oxygen mask in the cupboard, which she also grabbed.

"Okay, Admiral, let's roll him," Dr. Beeks ordered, and the two of them rolled Sam onto his side as Sammy Jo brought the drug box and oxygen mask. Dr. Beeks opened the box, got out the drugs she needed, and gave the injection. In less than a minute, Sam stopped shaking and seemed to fall asleep as Sammy Jo put the oxygen mask over his face.

"Okay," Al said. "Sammy Jo, help me move him to the table." The two of them moved the sleeping Sam onto the table while Dr. Beeks got a pillow for Sam as Sammy Jo put her sweater back on.

"How long will he be out?" Sammy Jo asked as she took her little flashlight out of her sweater pocket, opened Sam's mouth, and checked to see if he'd bitten his tongue or cheek—which, miraculously, didn't happen.

"It's hard to say," Al answered grimly. "Seizures can be very unpredictable. It could be a few minutes before he wakes up, maybe even longer. In some instances, the patient could have another one, maybe more."

"No," Sammy Jo moaned. Just the idea of having to relive the most frightening ordeal of her life over and over again was more than she could bear. She also remembered her college roommate from MIT had also told her that she was epileptic, but somehow, never had a seizure at school.

"Now don't worry, hon," Al reassured her, putting an arm around her shoulders. "There are plenty of round-the-clock medical personnel on duty. If he should happen to start seizing again, we'll alert someone, and they'll know what to do."

"Thank you, Admiral."

"As soon as he comes around, I'm running some tests," Dr. Beeks said. "In the meantime, I have to tell Dr. Benitez. Call me when he wakes up."

"Yes, ma'am," Sammy Jo answered as she took Sam's hand.

"And I'll also be outside, if you need me," Al added before he left.

"Admiral, could you also get your wife and my stepmom?" Sammy Jo asked.

"Of course, dear," Al answered.

A few minutes later, Beth and Donna appeared in the doorway. "Oh, my God," Donna moaned, putting a hand over her mouth.

"What happened?" Beth added as Donna approached the bed.

"Dr. Beckett just had a grand mal seizure, and he should be coming around any minute," Sammy Jo answered as she squeezed Sam's hand, hoping he'd feel it.

Just then, Sam's eyes started fluttering open as Donna took his other hand. "Sam—Dr. Beckett?" Sammy Jo said. "If you can hear me, squeeze my hand."

In response, Sam squeezed Donna's hand. "He seems a little disoriented," Donna said. "And that's to be expected, but he'll eventually come around."

"Beth, get Dr. Beeks back in here," Sammy Jo said. "She said something about running some tests once Sam was awake." Beth nodded and left the room.

A million thoughts went through Sammy Jo's mind. What would happen to him? Would they still be able to have that father-daughter relationship?

As she stayed by Sam's side and waited for him to fully awaken, she started to have that nagging feeling that as time went on, there'd be a hell of a lot more questions than answers.

"Okay, just look at the light, Dr. Beckett," Dr. Benitez said gently as he held a penlight in front of Sam's eye. "And follow it with your eyes."

Sam did as he was told, all the while holding onto Sammy Jo's hand. "It's okay...Dad," Sammy Jo managed to say. And you know what? Whoever invented the saying "a picture's worth a thousand words" should've seen the smile on his face when she called him that.

"Okay, now squeeze both my hands twice," Dr. Benitez continued. "Very good. Dr. Beckett, do you know where you are?"

"The lab," Sam answered.

"Good tracking skills, responds to commands, and aware of his surroundings," the doctor noted to the nurse. Then, to Sam, he asked, "What's my name?"

"Dr. Benitez," Sam answered.

"What's your name?"

"Dr. Sam Beckett."

"What's her name?" Dr. Benitez asked, gesturing toward Sammy Jo.

"Sammy Jo."

"Very good," Dr. Benitez said. Then, to the nurse, he added, "Oriented to people."

"What happened?"

"You had a seizure," Dr. Benitez answered. "You may be a little out of it for a few more hours at the most, but all your vitals check out."

"I heard Dr. Beeks say it was all that leaping that did it," Sammy Jo interrupted. She was still very clearly distressed by what had just happened.

"Now hold on, Dr. Pollan," Dr. Benitez said. "We don't know that yet. After all, this last leap he did was really hard on him, according to what he, Admiral Calavicci, and Ziggy told us. Right now, the best thing we can do is just keep an eye on him and watch for any more warning signs."

_You call falling to the ground and seizing so hard you almost break your goddamn spine in half a warning sign?!_ Sammy Jo thought incredulously, but instead of chewing out the doctor for downplaying something so terrifying, she just nodded..

"I'm ordering a head CT, MRI, and EEG," Dr. Benitez said. "I'll be back as quickly as possible for the tests."

Upon hearing that, Sam rolled onto his side, curled up into a ball, and started shaking and crying. "Dad, what's wrong?" Sammy Jo asked, pulling a silk handkerchief out of her pocket and resting her free hand on Sam's back.

"I—I'm claustrophobic," Sam explained, fighting the panic in his voice as Sammy Jo gently rubbed his back. "On one of my past leaps, I was a vampire at a castle in England in March of '75, and woke up in a coffin, which I didn't like."

"Shh, it's okay," Sammy Jo said as she wiped Sam's eyes. "We'll make sure you're relaxed before the MRI. And you know that Dr. Benitez and I would never let anything bad happen to you, right? You're safe with us."

_"Sí,"_ Dr. Benitez promised as he patted Sam's shoulder. "I'll talk to the nurse about giving you a sedative for that procedure. Don't worry."

"See?" Sammy Jo said, patting Sam's back. "Now, let's dry those tears, and it'll all be okay." In the back of her mind, she thought, _Oh, God, did I _really_ just say that? I feel like I'm talking to my son when he was four! And that's how Mr. Stanton talked to me when I met him the day before Mom's trial._

"Okay," Sam agreed as he sniffled, sighed, and wiped his eyes with his hand. A few minutes later, when the nurse came to take him for the CT scan, he'd managed to pull himself together.

"I need to get changed, and I'll meet you in the prep area in about ten minutes," Sammy Jo told him. Sam nodded and got in the wheelchair.

About ten minutes later, after the CT scan, Sam was taken to the prep area. As promised, Sammy Jo was there, dressed in dark blue scrubs and mask. She put a little needle cannula in the back of his hand and gave him a pill, then took him into the MRI suite. After Sam was helped onto the table, Sammy Jo said, "Okay, Dad. I'm going to give you this shot through the IV, and you should be relaxed in no time."

Sam nodded, fixing his eyes on his daughter the whole time as the technician put the earplugs in his ears and the helmet apparatus over his face. As Sammy Jo gave the injection, Sam closed his eyes, but not completely falling asleep. "You okay, Dad?" Sammy Jo asked.

Sam nodded sleepily. "Let's get this over with," he said.

After the MRI was over, Sammy Jo took Sam to the recovery suite so he could rest up for a little while before the EEG. When Sam was a little more awake, Sammy Jo asked, "You doing okay?"

Sam nodded. "That wasn't as bad as I thought it'd be."

"What'd I tell you, huh?" Sammy Jo asked. "Didn't I say it'd be all right?"

"You sure did," Sam agreed as the nurse came in to draw some blood. "I bet you felt like you were comforting one of your kids when I started crying, huh?"

"Actually, yes. How could you tell?"

"I've had situations like that on some of my leaps. In one, I was an intern in this Toledo hospital in the early '60s, and there was this little six-year-old boy who was afraid of getting a shot. For some reason, I was the only one who could help him feel better about it. And the other time was when I leaped into your mom's defense attorney at her trial when you were eleven, and you were scared about her going to jail."

Sammy Jo nodded. "I remember that," she said.

"And you never suspected I was your father?"

Sammy Jo shook her head. "How did you know?"

"Al told me."

"Wow," Sammy Jo said for what seemed like the millionth time. At that moment, the nurse left with the vial of blood, then returned a minute later.

The EEG came next, and it was pretty much a rerun of the MRI. There were two differences, though. One was that it didn't involve a closed-in space, and the other was that it was a test to induce a seizure. After it was all over, Sam was once again taken to recovery. _I hope this is the last test,_ he thought. _Please, God, don't let it be what I think it is._


	3. Chapter 3

**CHAPTER 3**

Sammy Jo was sitting by Sam's bedside with her arms folded on the bed and her head on her arms, asleep. She felt a movement from the sleeping figure of her father on the bed, and raised her head to look at him. "Dad?"

Upon hearing Sammy Jo's voice, Sam stirred a little, then opened his eyes to see her. "Hi, honey," he grinned. "Sleep well?"

"On and off," she admitted. "How are you feeling?"

"I've been better," Sam answered with a yawn. "What time is it?"

Sammy Jo looked at her watch. "Almost midnight," she said. "You gave me quite a scare."

"I'm sorry."

Sammy Jo just smiled and patted his shoulder. "It's okay; I'm used to seeing this sort of thing in my line of work. But it never really hits home until it happens to someone you know."

Sam nodded as Sammy Jo reached for his wrist to check his pulse.

"Anyway, like I said, how are you feeling?" Sammy Jo asked, changing the subject.

"Tired," he answered. "I have a headache. And I'm roasting, too."

"Well, that's to be expected after a seizure," she answered as she pulled some of the blankets off him. "Dr. Benitez should be back any minute with the results. And we'll see if he or the nurse can give you something for the headache."

Sam nodded again, and went back to sleep just as Dr. Benitez returned. "Anything on the test results?" Sammy Jo asked.

Dr. Benitez shook his head. "We won't have any definite answers, unless he has a second seizure," he answered. "In the meantime, we'd like to keep him overnight for observation. By the way, Dr. Pollan, I have to ask you: is there a family history of epilepsy or any other type of brain diseases?"

Sammy Jo thought for a minute. "Well—one of my great-uncles on my mother's side of the family had Parkinson's," she said. "Why?"

"It's possible that Dr. Beckett may have developed a condition similar to epilepsy from all that leaping."

"Oh, God," Sammy Jo murmured as she sank into the chair beside the bed.

"Now, take it easy," Dr. Benitez said. "We should know more answers as soon as possible."

"He was complaining of a headache before he fell asleep," Sammy Jo said. "Would it be possible for the nurse to give him something?"

"Of course," Dr. Benitez answered as he reached for the call button.

"Yes?" the nurse's voice came over the intercom.

"Dr. Beckett is complaining of a mild headache. Can he have something?" Dr. Benitez asked.

"Sure. I'm on my way."

A minute later, the nurse came with a pill and a small cup of water. "I'll just leave this here until he wakes up," she said, then she left.

Just then, there came a sound from the bed. "Dad?" Sammy Jo asked. "You okay?"

Sam's eyes fluttered open as he tried to sit up. "Hi, guys," he yawned. "What's the good news?"

"Don't try to sit up, Dad," Sammy Jo said. "Here's your pill for your headache, and some water to go with it."

"Thanks," Sam said, taking the pill and two sips of water. "Anyway, like I was saying, what's the good news?"

Dr. Benitez sat down in front of Sam and looked him dead in the eye. "We just completed the tests," he began. "Dr. Beckett, it's possible that all that leaping has given you a condition similar to epilepsy. Until we have a definite answer, we'll have to classify it as idiopathic."

You should've seen the look on Sam's face when Dr. Benitez gave him the news. "Okay. Now that we know what it is, what's the plan? Or is there one?"

"For now, we'd like you to stay overnight for observation just in case there's another seizure. If it does reoccur, you'll be in good hands if you stay."

"What's his prognosis?" Sammy Jo blurted out. She didn't like having to interrupt them, but she had to know. After all, she'd just found out only hours ago that this man was her father—her _real_ father.

"If it is epilepsy, it is treatable," Dr. Benitez told her. "There are some meds that we can try until we find out for sure what it is and what the proper treatment is. And as for his prognosis, it is possible to manage this condition as long as you follow the regimen down to the letter. However, Dr. Beckett, I'm afraid you'll have to retire from leaping."

With those words, Sam felt the weight of the whole world being lifted off his shoulders. Despite the condition of his health, he couldn't remember the last time he felt such relief. "I can live with that," he decided. "After all, I am sixty-two years old, and therefore, old enough to do so."

"I'm glad," Dr. Benitez said. "Are you doing okay? Do you need to lie back down?"

"I'm fine," Sam reassured him. "If I start feeling dizzy, I'll let you know."

"Fair enough."

At that moment, Al poked his head in the room. "How is he?" he asked.

"Well, he hasn't had another seizure, but he has been through all the tests and we haven't found anything yet," Dr. Benitez answered.

"He's had a CT scan, MRI, and an EEG," Sammy Jo added. "He did get upset at the prospect of the MRI, but I was with him the whole time, and was able to give him something to help him relax."

"How are you feeling now, Sam?" Al asked.

"Tired," Sam answered.

"I'll bet," Al said. "That was quite an ordeal."

"Are you feeling okay?" Sammy Jo asked. "You look a little pale."

"'What is sickness to the body of a knight-errant? What matter wounds? For each time he falls, he shall rise again, and woe to the wicked!'" Sam quoted as he vaguely remembered his time as the understudy for Don Quixote in _Man of La Mancha, _with Nicole, his former piano teacher, as his Dulcinea.

"He's not getting ready to have another seizure, is he?" Sammy Jo asked in concern. "He was stuttering before the one he'd had earlier."

"I don't know," Al answered. "It doesn't look like it, but Dr. Benitez says he's in good hands."

"That's right, he is," Dr. Benitez added. "Look, it's late, so why don't you go home now and get some sleep? You'll feel much better in the morning; and besides, we should have some answers by then."

Sammy Jo was very reluctant to leave Sam, but she was also exhausted. "Well—okay, but if he starts seizing again, call me," she said at last.

"We will," Dr. Benitez agreed.

One by one, they left Sam's room, with Dr. Benitez being the last to leave. Before Sammy Jo left, she brushed Sam's hair off his forehead.

"I'm cold now," Sam told whoever would listen.

"All right," Sammy Jo said as she put one of the blankets back on him.

After everyone had left, Sam went back to sleep. _Now that we know what it might be, what's next? _he wondered.

Sam was having a very vivid dream. In it, he was back in Elk Ridge, Indiana, and he was fifteen years old. He'd had a crush on his piano teacher then, and it was the day she was leaving for New York.

"Nicole? Don't leave me!" Sam was saying as he was waking up. His eyes popped open, and he found himself back in the room. It was raining out, and the sun was j_ust starting_ to come up.

"Dr. Beckett? Are you okay?" a nurse asked as she came in. "Dr. Beckett? It's Nurse Chatham. Can you talk to me?"

"Nicole?" Sam repeated as he clung to the nurse.

"Shh," Nurse Chatham whispered. "It's all right. It was just a dream, and it's all over now."

"Oh, God, it was so real," Sam rambled. "I was dreaming about my piano teacher. I wish you could've met her; she was terrific. I never even told her how I felt about her. But then again, I was fifteen, she was twenty-five, and that wouldn't have been appropriate. And no, her last name wasn't Robinson."

"Okay, Benjamin," Nurse Chatham joked. "And yes, I have seen _The Graduate._ Do you want me to get Sammy Jo for you?"

Sam nodded as he let go of the nurse. She left the room for a minute, then wheeled the cart in to check Sam's vital signs.

As the nurse was finishing, Dr. Benitez and Sammy Jo came in. "How is he?" Sammy Jo asked.

"He's just woken up from a nightmare," Nurse Chatham answered.

"Do you want to talk about it?" Sammy Jo asked.

"I was back in Elk Ridge, and I was fifteen years old. My piano teacher was getting ready to move to New York," Sam answered. "I had a crush on her then, and I didn't want her to go. God, was I an idiot or what?"

"How are you feeling, otherwise?" Sammy Jo asked.

"Well," Sam said. "I'm still a little tired."

Dr. Benitez got out his stethoscope and put it on Sam's chest. "Mm-hm, heartbeat and breathing checks out," he said. After checking his blood pressure, eyes and hearing, he said, "Well, Dr. Beckett, everything seems to be functioning properly."

"Thank you," Sam said.

"I'd still like to keep you until this afternoon, just to make sure you don't have another seizure."

Sam nodded.

"One more thing before I go," Dr. Benitez said. "I'd like to do a brief neuro exam."

After Dr. Benitez finished, he left the room just as the nurse was bringing Sam's breakfast tray. "Well, we'll let you eat, Dad," Sammy Jo said. "I'll be right back."

After Sam finished eating, he set the tray aside as the nurse returned to pick it up. "Good, you've eaten, Dr. Beckett," she commented. "Are you doing okay?"

Sam nodded again. "I just can't wait to get back to my quarters," he said.

"Well, that should happen soon enough, provided you don't have another seizure," Nurse Chatham answered as she put the thermometer in Sam's mouth and picked up his wrist.

After she was done with that, she took the empty breakfast tray and left the room.

Just then, Sammy Jo returned. "How are you doing, Dad?"

"Well..." Sam said. "I've just had breakfast."

"Good," Sammy Jo said.

"What's the plan?"

"Well," Sammy Jo said. "I just ran into Dr. Benitez on my way in, and he said he wants to repeat the head CT and MRI, so he can compare it to yesterday's results. And don't worry, I'll give you something before the MRI again, and I'll stay right with you."

"Okay," he agreed.

"How are you feeling, otherwise?"

"A little better. I'll feel much better once we get this round of tests over with."

"I do have one question," Sammy Jo said. "It's part of my job to ask this, but when we take you for the repeat MRI, do you want to be completely knocked out, or do you want the sedative like you had yesterday?"

"Same as yesterday," Sam answered. "And if I should happen to fall asleep, it's no big deal."

"All right," Sammy Jo said. "I'll meet you in the prep area in about ten minutes."

After Sam had the repeat CT scan, he was taken to the prep area to be given the injection for the MRI. As promised, Sammy Jo was there."Ready?" she asked.

Sam nodded. As Sammy Jo was preparing the injection, Sam looked up at her, smiled, and said, "I love you."

Sammy Jo smiled behind her mask. She had waited many years to tell her father that, or to hear that from him. "I love you, too...Dad," she managed to say.

"I love you," Sam repeated while the injection was being given, "like the stars love the sky, the sea loves the sand, the flowers love the bees..." Within seconds, he was fast asleep. _Oh, boy, _he thought. _What'll happen now?_
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**CHAPTER 4**

The next thing Sam heard was Sammy Jo's voice saying, "Dad? If you can hear me, open your eyes and squeeze my hands."

Sam did just that. He found Sammy Jo bending over him. "How are you feeling, Dad?" she asked.

"I haven't felt this bad since—since I had that electroshock treatment," Sam said.

"Ohh," Sammy Jo said sympathetically. "Did you know you had that second seizure as we were taking you out of the MRI machine?"

Sam was really surprised to hear this. "Really?" he asked. "Damn, I must have been really out of it."

"When you started, we just let it run its course for as long as we could, or at least until we could get you to recovery. Dr. Benitez and I were just talking, and it's clear to him that you do, in fact, have epilepsy. And just like we thought, it was caused by that leaping around you've done over the years. He's going to try some meds to see which one has the best effect on you."

Sam coughed as he tried to sit up. "No, Dad, it's best to lie down," Sammy Jo told him as she grabbed his shoulders. "You've had a rough day, and need to rest. Also, I hate to disappoint you, but Dr. Benitez wants you to stay one more night."

Sam sighed and fell back against the pillow. Within minutes, he was asleep again.

_Poor Dad,_ Sammy Jo thought sadly as she brushed his hair off his forehead. _I'll bet you wish you never agreed to participate in that crazy cartoon in the first place._

Several minutes later, Sam suddenly opened his eyes and said, "Abigail?"

"Shh," Sammy Jo said. "It's okay. You're just dreaming. My mother died of cancer about sixteen years ago."

"I—I saw her, just as clear as I'm seeing you now," Sam said.

"It's all right," Sammy Jo said, patting his shoulder.

Just then, Dr. Benitez came in. "How's he doing?" he asked.

"Well, he was just now dreaming about my mother, who's been dead for about sixteen years," Sammy Jo answered.

Dr. Benitez did a brief exam, then said, "Well, everything checks out, so we'll just take him back to his room now."

When they returned to Sam's room and put him to bed, Dr. Benitez continued, "I want to start a regimen of anti-seizure meds, and we'll try different ones each time until we find the one that works the best for him, and doesn't make him sick, drowsy, dizzy, or anything like that."

"Just as long as it'll help him."

"Dr. Pollan, you have my word that your father is in good hands. And like I said earlier, his condition is manageable. There's no reason why he shouldn't live as normal a life as possible."

"So when do we start?" Sam asked.

"Well, I'll have the nurse get one now, then we'll try it to see what effect it has on him. If it's not the right one, we'll keep switching out the meds every time he needs another dosage until we find it."

Sam nodded as Dr. Benitez left the room. A few minutes later, the nurse returned with a little cup full of pills and another one full of water. "There's two in there," she told him. "Take them _very carefully, _and if you start to feel sick or dizzy, I want either you or Sammy Jo to page me or Dr. Benitez immediately."

"Right," Sam agreed. He took one of the two pills and very tentatively put one in his mouth. _If this doesn't work, I'm really going to be pissed, _he thought as he drank some water.

"Now it may take a few minutes for it to take effect," the nurse pointed out. "And like Dr. Benitez said, this is just so we can tell which medication is right for you."

"Mm-hm," Sam agreed as he took the other pill.

"Call me if he starts feeling sick or dizzy," the nurse said before she left.

"Right," Sammy Jo said.

"How are you feeling, Dr. Beckett?" Dr. Benitez said a few minutes later when he returned.

"It's too soon to tell," Sammy Jo answered. "The real test will be when we get him out of bed to move around."

Dr. Benitez nodded as he put his stethoscope on and put it on Sam's chest. After he was done with that, Sam said, "I need to go to the bathroom."

"I'll let the nurse know," Dr. Benitez said as he pressed the call button. A few minutes later, the nurse came in.

"I need to go to the bathroom," Sam told her.

"All right," the nurse said as she lowered the bed rail. Once Sam was on his feet, she asked, "How are you feeling?"

"I'm okay," he answered. He made it to the bathroom and had just come out when he started wobbling back and forth.

"Dad?!" Sammy Jo exclaimed in alarm. "Dad, what's wrong?!"

The nurse had just grabbed hold of Sam's arm when he regained his balance. "Dr. Beckett?" she asked.

"I'm okay," Sam reassured them. "I guess I just got up too fast. Either that or the pills you gave me made me dizzy, like Dr. Benitez warned they might."

The nurse helped him back into bed, then said, "We'll try a different med at dinner time to see how that will work."

"Okay," Sam agreed just before he fell asleep again.

While Sam slept, Sammy Jo went out into the hall to get a snack when she ran into Dr. Beeks. "How is he?" she asked.

"Well," Sammy Jo answered, "my father just had another seizure while we were taking him out of the MRI machine after today's repeat scan. He's already tried one med that made him dizzy. We'll try another one at dinner time, and see how that one works."

"Good luck," Dr. Beeks said.

"Thanks," Sammy Jo answered as she got a bag of microwave popcorn out of the machine. After buying a can of Pepsi, she went into the lounge to pop the bag of popcorn and returned to Sam's room just as he was starting to wake up.

"How are you feeling, Dad?" Sammy Jo asked. "Are you still feeling a little dizzy?"

"No, not really. In fact, I think it's passed. Hey, can I have some of that?"

"Sure," Sammy Jo answered as she got a cup out of the little cup holder beside the sink. She poured half of the can of Pepsi into it and put it on the bedside tray, then she got a paper towel and shook some popcorn out onto it. "Now all we need is a DVD player and a copy of _The Yearling."_

"You know, on one of my leaps, I was this thirteen-year-old kid who auditioned for the remake of that movie," Sam commented as he took some popcorn. "And no, I didn't get the role. I actually wanted to strangle the little shit who did get hired."

Sammy Jo laughed, somehow managing not to choke on the popcorn she was eating.

Just then, Dr. Beeks poked her head into the doorway. "Hey, Dr. Beckett," she said. "How's it going?"

"Well, I was feeling dizzy earlier, but I think that's passed," Sam answered.

"Good," Dr. Beeks said. "And good luck finding a med that will work for you."

"Thanks," Sam answered as he popped the last bite of popcorn in his mouth.

After Sammy Jo threw the bag and Pepsi can away, she said, "Well, I hope I didn't spoil your dinner. The nurse should be here soon with your meal and another med to try."

"It's okay," Sam said as the nurse came in to check his vital signs. "Actually, I think that helped my appetite."

After she was done with that, she left and returned a few minutes later with Sam's dinner tray. "There's only one this time," she told him, pointing out the cup of pills. "Now, I want you to take the pill first, in case it makes you sick to your stomach, and if that happens, let me know."

Sam nodded as he reached for the pill, popped it in his mouth, and took a sip of his drink. He managed a few bites of food before he said, "I think it's happening."

The nurse grabbed an emesis basin and handed it to Sam, but nothing happened, other than just a small burp. "Is it staying down?" she asked.

Sam paused for a few seconds before saying, "Wait a minute—yeah, I think it is."

"Just remember not to eat too much too soon."

"I know. Anyway, like I said, I think it might be working."

"I think this is the right one, too, but we'll try another one before you go to bed, just to be sure."

"Okay," Sam agreed.

After the nurse left, Sammy Jo said, "Wait, Dad, I'll be right back."

Sammy Jo left the room and returned a few minutes later with two girls, one who looked about seventeen and one who looked about fourteen, and a boy who looked about sixteen. All three were dressed identically to their mother and also had features similar to hers, but of all three, the boy had the closest resemblance to Sammy Jo.

"Hi there," Sam smiled.

"These are the kids I was telling you about," she explained. "Laura is seventeen, and like I said, will be going to USC next year, and has inherited my IQ of 194. She's currently a post-secondary student; Will is sixteen, and should be getting an acceptance letter from some college next year, and has an IQ of 190. He's also a post-secondary student, and taking some nursing courses; and Abigail—or Abby, as we call her—is fourteen and just finishing her sophomore year, but will be a post-secondary student at the community college next year, as well as taking some biology courses, and has an IQ of 192. Kids, I never thought I'd hear myself say this, but this man in the bed is your grandfather, and he's my real father that I never knew existed until yesterday."

In one second flat, it was so quiet in that room you could hear a pin drop. Sam just stared at his grandchildren. A few seconds later, he reached out his hand and very tentatively touched each of his grandchildren on the shoulder. "You are so beautiful," he told them.

"Thanks," Laura said. "Um, what do we call you?"

"How about 'Grandfather'?" Sam suggested. "Or Grandpa, Gramps, Pop, I don't care."

"Sure, no problem—Grandpa," Abby smiled.

And Sam smiled right back. He was so happy he forgot all about telling off Dr. Beeks. In that moment, he knew that going through all the leaping, the seizures, and everything else was worth seeing his grandkids for the first time.

**THE END**
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